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HAFEZ BEN ALL 
Part II.' 

VI. 

" "What time the moon her silv'ry fingers laid 

On Cairo's walls and tap'ring minarets, 

In a cool garden, where the fountain jets 
Made fairy music in the lotus shade, 

Sang I those words to Cairo's fairest maid. 
TheD, as one bird unto its mate replies, 

Came the delirious pulsings of her lute. 
The fount was breathless, and the ripening fruit 

Swung to the cadence of the melodies 

O Hours ! O Night ! O silverrsprinkling Moon ! 

Ye are like Caravans of Dreams that pass 
Thro' Slumber's Desert — forms i' the Magi's glass, 

That seem so beautiful and fade so soon I" 

vn. 

Then softer music ran along the strings, 
As if instinctively, not forced by Art ; 

And Hafez' eyes were turned on inner things, 
Those pictures mem'ry paints upon the heart. 

And then there came a wilder, sweeter strain, 
Over the lute, and Hafez sung again : 

" The fairy fingers of the southwest breeze, 

Parted the branches of the orange trees — 
And silver slips of moonlight dropt between, 

Changing, like opals, from rich mazarine, 
To sea-shell pink : they caught carnation hues, 

From the oped lips of roses, where the dews 
Lay like the pearls between a maiden's lips ; 
Amber from oranges, and from the tips 
Of the broad palm a variegated green, 
And falling on the leaping fountain turned 
The careless spray to gems that glowed and burned, 
Now pearls, now hyacinths, and now unseen ! 
There was a rustle on the perfumed air, 
And a soft treading as of angel feet, 
And then Zotjela came ! I heard the beat 
Of her dear heart, which fluttered like a bird's, 
And that sweet challenge, ' Is my poet there ?' 

It was a challenge that asked not for words, 
And I replied, as Arab lovers ought, 
In that full language loving nature taught — 
With kisses. Then, oh 1 how the moonlight, then, 

With the blood strove for mast'ry on her cheek ! 
Her blushes went, like flame, and came again, 

And then she smiled the words she could not speak ! 



" The tiny bells that tinkled in the mosque, 
" TelliDg of midnight, did not reach our ears ; 
We, sitting in the vine-festooned Kiosk, 

Would not have marked the flow of many years ; 
But that the stars grew dim, and in the East 
Were faintest tints of purple and of gold ; ' 
The tranced mimosa woke, and half unrolled 

Its leaves, and songs of nightingales had ceased. 
As on her bosom pillow'd lay my head, 

I kissed the loosened folds of her long hair, 



And made her say the words that she had said — 
'That she loved Hafez more than earth or air ; 
And that the night was day when he was near, 
Her heart all sunshine when he rested there.' 
And then! whispered in her waiting ear : 
' Is not thine uncle, Aboo the Severe? 
Say, would he let a wandering Arab wear 
Within his heart of hearts a gem so rare 
As thou ? . Wouldst not thou, Beautiful, repent 

The bartering of all thy luxuries 
For dates and water in an Arab tent?' 
And I was answered by reproachful eyes> , 
' Oh! then, sweet Blossom of the Nile 1' I cried, 
1 When next the moon shall break its noiseless tide 
Upon this leafy strand of scented trees, 
And bulbuls pour their dulcet melodies 
Upon the night, the mare FJL Kvaz shall wait 
Beside her master at the garden gate.* 
A second only her warm lip touched mine, 

And she was gone : I saw the velvet trees 
Close softly on her, and a trailing vine . 
Swung to and fro as in a little breezo. 
' Oh ! she is pure and holy as a prayer ! 
Be with her, ye good spirits of the air; 
Let dreams like manna fall upon her sou], 
And pleasant music thro' her slumbers roll !' 
And wishing thus, I turned in thoughtful mood, 
When, lo! before me Aboo Habsen stood I" 
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If Hafez had not been with heart and brain 
Intent upon the telling of the tale, 
He would have seen my cheeks grow ashy pale, 
And then the blood rush purpling back again. 
His words had given me a potent key, 
With which I could unlock a mystery. . . . 
By a quick breathing from the inner tent, 
I knew another ear than mine was lent 
Unto his minstrelsy. And thus he sung : 

* * * * "I, amazed, 

Like one bereft of reason, stood and gazed 
Upon him vacantly. His scimitar, 

Half bared, shone in the twilight like a gem : 
Some spell was on me, for I could not stir 

My hands or feet, and a thick film 
Came o'er my eyelids, and all things did seem 
Like fading fragments of a painful dream. 
When I awoke the sun was in the skies, 

And I was lying just outside the gate ; 
Quick pains like needles darted through my eyes, 
And then did evil spirits in me rise, 

And I defiled. His name, the Good, the Great! 
Dear God ! the Clement, the Compassionate t 
Thro' Cairo's streets I wandered days and nights, 
In hope of meeting her, and watched the lights. 

In Aboo's mansion, till grown desperate, ; 
I boldly asked admittance at the gate. 
'Poor, foolish boy, she has gone hence,' he said:. 
And so by that I knew that she was dead." 
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